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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


| hope you enjoy this! | always try to fill the prompts | wanted to write, but didn't have time for, so | hope 
this doesn't look too rushed. Once again please enjoy the fic! :) 


The lights in the studio were dimmed and if it wasn't for the harsh panting that filled the room, anyone 


passing by would have assumed that it was deserted. 


Mark couldn't help but throw his head back against the walk with a solid thud as Myles took him to the base. 
Even though he knew they were alone, he couldn't help glance over at the door every few seconds, thinking 
that at any moment Brian or Flip could come back and catch them. As he threaded his fingers through Myles 
hair, he couldn't stop the rush of heat through his body or the moan that was pulled from his throat at the 
thought. 


"Hey." Myles said breathlessly as he pulled his lips away with a slick pop. "You're drifting from me. Ya know, 


most people would be worried they aren't doing a good enough job." He said slyly, giving Mark's cock a firm 


squeeze. 
"Myles if your mouth was any better, my brain would have been sucked out of my cock months ago." 


Even though he had his eyes closed, Mark could still feel Myles smirk. "Just checking. Can never be too sure 
about these things." Then before he had even realized what happened, Myles had taken him to the base again 
and hollowed his cheeks, sucking with with as much force as he could muster while he ran his tongue against 
the sensitive underside of his cock. 


His fist joined his head as it slammed into the wall with such force, he was afraid he'd damaged the wall, his 
hand, or both. He'd tried his best to keep his moans to a minimum, but he was already tasting copper from 


where he'd worried his lip until it bled, and now all he could hear were his broken moans echoing throughout 


the booth. 


He could feel his thighs begin to tremble and his knees starting to go weak. He felt the familiar heat coming to 
a boil within him as it threatened to consume his entire being. His breathing increased, it seemed like no matter 
how much air he took in, it was impossible for him to catch his breath. His fingers tightened in Myles’ hair as 


his hips began to rock forcefully in time to Myles' bobbing head. 


He'd opened his mouth to try and warn Myles about how close he was, but all that came out was an elated 
shout. His hips snapped forward once more and every muscle in his body tensed with his release. He could feel 
Myles' throat as it gently worked his cock through his orgasm, making sure to swallow every drop that he 


could. 


His knees finally gave out and if it wasn't for Myles’ hands on his hips guiding him down, he would have ended 
up face first on the floor. He smirked at Myles before leaning in for a kiss and groaning as he tasted himself 
on Myles’ tongue. He looked at the bulge straining against his jeans and ran his fingers over it, enjoying the 
shudder and hiss that the action pulled from Myles. 


"I think we can do something about this, don't you?" He whispered as he gently pushed Myles onto his back and 
straddled his thighs. He quickly undid his jeans and pulled them and his boxers down to his thighs before 
shoving off his own He froze for a second and looked around the room. He knew it was a slim chance that he 
would find anything to use for lube in the studio, no matter what Flip and Brian thought, and it had been just a 
little on the side of too long for them to even think about doing this without lube. 


Myles seemed to sense his hesitation and reached into the pocket of his jeans. "This what you're looking for?" 
He said with a small smirk and he pulled out the bottle of lube. 


"So that's why you disappeared earlier." Mark said knowingly as he took the bottle and drizzled some on his 
fingers. "You really are such a boy scout Myles." The name ended as a gasp, when instead of starting to prep 
Myles like the singer originally thought, he sunk down on his own fingers, his body already relaxed from his 


previous orgasm. 


Myles groaned at the sight. It wasn't often that Mark bottomed, but when he did, it was an experience to 
remember. See Mark fucked like he played guitar wild, intense, and fast, but with enough skill to use even the 
tiniest detail and turn it into something that could blow your mind. 


Panting harshly, Mark pulled his fingers free, his cock beginning to show signs of life once again. He stroked 
Myles a few times, making sure he was nice and slick before rising up and shifting against his cock until the 
head finally popped in, tearing loud groans from both of them. 


It had been long, much too long since the last time he'd done his. The feeling of being so full, forced to the 
edge of pleasure and pain was something that he relished, but rarely would let himself enjoy. He braced his 
hands on Myles’ chest and lowered himself down slowly, groaning loudly as he felt himself being with inch my 


excruciating inch. 


When he was finally flush against Myles thighs, he started rocking his hips slowly, relishing the feeling before 
his arousal forced him to speed up. He leaned back as he started to ride Myles more forcefully, doing his best 
to make every thrust hit his prostate. "Myles.touch mel" he groaned and hissed when Myles wrapped his long 


fingers around it and gave it a slow stroke. 


He cried out loudly when Myles began to stroke him more quickly, eager to bring him off for the second time. 
His cock was still so sensitive from his first orgasm and he wanted to tell Myles that it was almost too much, 
too soon, but he couldn't get the words out. All he could to was relish in the pleasure that was washing over 
his body and the person that was making it happen. He leaned down to capture Myles lips in filthy kiss. One 
that was all teeth and tongue and as intense as every time they played music together. 


Much too soon he felt the heat pooling in the pit of his stomach and knew he was close. He couldn't believe it. 
It had definitely been a long time since he'd felt himself coming so quickly. Before could he warn Myles, he 
found himself empty and moaned in frustration at the feeling. Myles had grasped his hips was holding him 
right above his cock. "On your knees Mark." 


He quickly moved to his knees and braced himself against the wall of the booth. He felt Myles heat against his 
back and and his cock rubbing against his ass. He felt Myles tightly grip his hips before before using his 
thumbs to spread him open and teasingly rub his cock against his rim. 


"Now is not the time for teasing Myles." he growled. 
He heard Myles chuckle before stopping suddenly. He felt Myles' tongue trace a line up neck to nibble at his 
earlobe. He couldn't stop the shudder that went through his body as he felt his warm breath tickling his ear, 


"You're right" Before slamming home once more and leaving Mark firmly pressed against the wall 


This time Myles was in full control, something he seemed to relish. We might have fo experiment with that 
later. Mark thought dazedly. 


His thrusts were picking up speed and with each slam of Myles hips against his, he felt his desire getting 
closer to the boiling point and knew he was going to be feeling this for much longer than just tomorrow. He 
managed to push himself away from the wall to snake his hand down to grasp his cock and unintentionally met 


a especially deep thrust from Myles full force and he knew it was over. 
"Fuck! Myles. It's too much.! can't.'m gonna." 


"He felt Myles’ face against his neck and turned his head to meet the kiss. "I know..do it" He whispered against 
his lips as his hand covered Mark's own on his cock and his hips snapped forward wildly. It seemed almost 
instant. Mark froze, his body going taut as his head dropped against the wall and a long low groan a was pulled 


from his lips ass he came for the second time. 


It didn't take much more for Myles either, the tightness of Mark's spasming passage pushed him over the 
edge. With a couple of frantic thrusts, he collapsed against Mark's back, his elated moans echoing through the 
recording booth as he shot his release into Mark. 


They rested against the wall, each too exhausted to move. The sounds of their harsh panting filled the room 
as they tried to catch their breath and bring themselves back down to Earth. Slowly, Myles pulled out and laid 


on the floor with Mark collapsing bonelessly beside him a few moments later with a soft moan. 


Finally when his heartbeat had slowed and he felt he could form proper words, Mark spoke, "Do you want to 
tell me what that was about? It's rare to see you take control like that." 


"Well we were working on that song together remember? Words Darker Than Their wings?" 
Yeah Mark remembered. Myles had seemed so happy when they'd discussed sharing vocals on a song and 
every time they recorded, He just seemed to have this glow, this focus around him. Now that he though 


about about it, that focus always seemed to be on him. "Yeah what about it?" 


"Well." Myles started almost sheepishly. "What can | say? Hearing us sing together makes me really hot." 


